Wheels and Butterflies

leisure has somewhat lost its truth. When th
physical world became rigid ; when curiosity in
herited from the Renaissance, and the soul's anxietj
inherited from the Middle Ages, passed, mar
ceased to think ; his work thought in him. Spinoza
Leibniz, Swift, Berkeley, Goethe, the last typica,
figure of the epoch, recognised no compulsion but
the * bent and current' of their lives ; the Speaker,
Connolly, could still call out a posse of gentlemen
to design the facade of his house, and though
Berkeley thought their number too great, that
work is still admired ; Swift called himself a poor
scholar in comparison with Lord Treasurer Harley.
Unity of being was still possible though somewhat
over-rationalised and abstract, more diagram than
body ; whereas the best modern philosophers are
professors, their pupils compile notebooks that they
may be professors some day ; politicians stick to
their last or leave it to plague us with platitudes ;
we poets and artists may be called, so small our
share in life, ' separated spirits/ words applied by
the old philosophers to the dead. When Swift
sank into imbecility or madness his epoch had
finished in the British Isles, those * elemental forms *
had passed beyond him ; more than the ' great
Ministers * had gone. I can see in a sort of night-
mare vision the * primary qualities ' torn from the
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